The Hiftorie of 

Hot. That Roan lhal be my throne. WellJ wil back him 
ftraight, Efierance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke 
Lady* But heare you my Lord. 

Hot. What faieli thou my Lady 3 
La. What is itcarries you away } 

Hot. Why,my horfe(myloue)my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape,aveazel hath not fuch a dcale 
oftpleene,asyou are toft vvnh.ln faith jle know your bulines 
Harry, t hat 1 will f'care,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath lent for you to.linc. hisenterprife, but if you 
Hot , So far a foot, 1 dial be weary, loue. (n 0 

£/*,Com,come,you Paraquito,anfwet me dire<ftly 3 vntothis 
queftion that I lha). aske ; in faith lie breake thy littlefinger 
Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away,away you trifler,loue; 1 leue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We mu ft haue bloudy nofei, and crack t crowncs. 

And pa lie them currant too : gods me my horfe* 

Whatfaift thou Kate,w hat would!! thou haue with me? 
.Jf*' ^°y oun °t!oueme. ? do.you not indeed? 

VVel doe not then? for ftnee you loue me nor, 

I will nor loue my fclfc.Doeyou not loue me/ 

Nay,tell me,if you fpeake in ieaft,or no ? 

Come wilt thou fee me ride? 

Ahd when lam a hoife-backe,lwillfweare, 

I loue thee infihitly.But harkeyou Kate, 

J no * haue y ou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither I mu ft, I mull : and to conclude. 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate* 

1 know you wife, but yet no farther wife, 

Then Harry Tcrcyes wife. Conllant you are, 
out yet a woman, and for fecrecie, 

JNq Lady clofer, for 1 willbelecue. 

Thou wi*t not vtter what thou doeft not know,- 

And fo fer will 1; tuft t hec, gentle 
La* How, Cot At J 
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Henry the Fourth '. 

Hot. Notan inch further: but harkeyou Kate 
Whither I go, thitner (halt you goetoo: 

To day will 1 fee forward,to morrow you; 

Will this content you Kate ? 

It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter 'Prince ardTcynes. 

prince. iVWiprethce come out of that fat roomc, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes, Where haft beene Hal! ? 

Ph». With three or toure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-heads.I haue founded thevery bale firing 
of Huxnilitie.Sirra,! am fworne brother to a leaih of Drawers 
and can call them all by their Chrittian names, as Tom.Dtc^ } 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be ViiaceaftVaies, yetlamthekingof Cttrtefa&t 
tell me flatly, I am not proud lacks like Falfiaffe-, buta Corin- 
thian, alad of mettalha good Boy (by the Lord fo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England, 1 lhallcommand al the good 
laJs in Eaficheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scarlet; & 
when you breath in your watring, they cry hem,andbidyou 
play it off. To conclude, 1 am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an houre,thatIcandrinkc with any Tinker in his 
owne language during my life. 1 will tell thee Ned, thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with me in this a<ftion ; 
but fweet Nedy o fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this 
penniworth of Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnder skinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S. (hillings & 6. pence, are -xvelcome, with this fhrill 
addition, Anon. anon Jir , skore a pint ofBaflardin the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But Ned . to uriue away time till Falfiaffe come, 1 p re- 
tiree doe thou (land in fome by-roomc, while Iqucftion my 
puny Drawer, rowhatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
Laue calling Francu , that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
An >0 .• ften afide,and lie (hew thee aprefent. 

Poines > Francis . 

Prince. Thou art perfect. 

Potnes. Francis. 

Fran. Aiv Qu,auon fit jlooke down into thePomgranct, Ralfe* 

D * Prince, 
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